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>  (  'kith’ism.  <*“The  late 
1 1  ,on  said,  i«  talking  of 
.  jin-  N.  Y.  Tribune,  “I 
U  ,i  mg  Hi  iglita'  the  great- 
.  i  written,  *  ltomola*  the 
jnl,  ami  ‘  Yaiiitv  Fair’ the 


y  Ms.  -.ml  Di-sehauel,  4  *  can  only 
r.  „  jih  sili-sfjwtion  to  himself  with 
i  ,  ,u.  U-.ks."  A  j»oor  man  goes 

..  m:  .Iiiiih  r  fnr.’a  fortnight  to  por- 
l(l„  k  lunik.  ■'  Why  not,”  said  a 
ii  ad  it  at  the  Astor?”  Hi.s 
.  ,,  tin-  true  spirit  of  the  craft, 

I  can  only  read  l*»oks  that  I 
fovr  I  •■eight** 

\m>  \ n  Theasires. — Americans 

,  as  it.  tin1  l»cst  purchasers  of  rare 
U  m  >ks  at  the  European  sales, 
hi  Id  mines  already  contain  treas- 
,  i-  ;  tin  of  which  harilly  can  be 
liupliniUsl  •  * 

\ m i  i.u  sn  Isksks.  -“  It  is  difficult  to 
,  i  i<  (th? rug  the  fatigue*!  quotation, 
\M.  ids  ait  American  l  wok?’  ”  says 
’  ,  V  Y  A’c. niiuj  Pu^t,  “when  one 
,ii  »  > 'through  the  atlvertising  col- 
lUui.N  "t  the  English  literary  weeklies, 
.  id  *i-  in  notices  the  sternly  and  yet 
nij'id  increase  in  the  number  of  Amer- 
it  I  >•  k>  imprinted. or  at  least  repub- 
-i .  I.  in  KnglainL  Perhaps  the  Sjie-ty- 
w  the  most  ahumlant  and  the 
-t  ktiidh  iii  its  crificism  vf  Aiueri- 
i  c  l»  •  ks,  hut  the  Sittnr»tjfy  Review 
n>  t  far  liehind.  In  the  number 
to,-  .iirnal  datetl  January  31st 
i.  ii.  twelve  long  book  m views,  of 
•'i,i  ii  ii'*  are  devoted  to  American 

I  nl  i.-at inns— four  wh»»Uy  and  one  al- 

-t  .  nr  in  ly ;  aiuLtio  one  of  these  ar 
• '  i-  unfriendly  in  tone.” 

Tic  Sr.s  ret  or  Fame. — “After  Lock- 
r’  -  return  from  a  German  tour 
,  In  made  ill  1818,  he  told  Scott," 
-  -  /•.’<•* nitty  Pint,  “that  he  had 

1  :!.»  greatest  difficulty  in  finding 
G  -  residence  at  Weimar.  The 
:  -  n  he  asked  stared  as  if  he 
in  u-r  I  lean  l  the  muue  before. 

I I  the  great  poet,’  ad(le<l  the 
•  i  hv  way  of  explanation ;  hut 

nl\  sh«Hik  his  head,  and  look- 
o  puzzled  tlnui  before.  The 
i  t  the  inn  at  which  Lockhart 
ng  hnpjiencd  to  overhear  his 
•n>.  and  Solved  the  difficulty  by 
..voting  that  perhaps  the  English 
•  m  meant  *Herr  Privy  Coun- 
ii  Goethe.’  In  the  eyes  of  the 
i  •  pl»  •  f  Weimar  G«  »ethe  the  of- 
1  <  ^  nag*  quite  dwarfed  ami  oh- 
'  <  *  *  tin  the  j >* >et .  Scott  laughed 
'  d  when  lie  heiu'd  the  story,  and 
to-  future  soil  in-law,  ‘I  hope 
in*  and  see  me  one  of  these 
*'  Ahlmtsfurd,  and  when  you 
s*  .k irk  ».r  Melrose  la-  sure  you 
the  landlady  for  nobody  but 
Sh*  riff.”  *  ” 

'  ■  molts  who  Wrote  Novels. 

.  \  •  ..f  i.ur  English  thinkers  of 

1  -1 .  *ecnnd,  **r  even  third  rank,” 

I  >  i*  ri*-  Hurris*»n  in  FttrbihjhUy 
"  have  resorted  to  romance  as 
•  f  thought  The  only  possi- 
'j'tions  that  otreur  to  me  are 
1*1  Johnson,  and  Miss  Martin 
'  i  tt  Gulliver,’  4  Husseins,’  and 
1 '  1  '  -  k  are  roiimnces  only  hv 

f*<r  their  authors.  Abroad 
I  au  Um  u  examples  of  men  <»f 
•s!  intellectual  force  who  have 
ii'wels.  Of  these,  one  only — 
L  •  lias  written  a  true  novel  in  a 
<thy  uf  himself.  Ami  it  is  to 
^  '"liu  M*  inter  that  we  may  most 
(-']•  analogues  to  the  George 
1  >1*  .J  m .vela  Of  course,  as 

on  secular  force  of  European 
ten-the  himself  stands  apart, 
h  *  Ins  •  W  ilhelm  Meister’  we  have 

•  tiiislitatjoits  upon  life,  human 

■  and  soriet}’,  tJiat  supreme  cul- 

■  iid  a  e*  i-tnin  fthakeeperi&n  way 
kiiij.1  'H-wn  iqn.ii  the  world  as 
a  Mintage  ground  afar,  which 
■tin  I  again  recur  in  George  Eliot 
o  her  the  unique  impression  of 

no  steiy  mnong  moileru  nov- 
Then  again,  Voltaire,  llous- 
uid  Diderot  wrote  prose  fictions 
'  may  hy  a  stretch  of  language  be 
"I  icM-hi.  But  the  wit  of  ‘Can- 
tin  pathos  ijf  the  4  lteligieuse,’ 

I  issi.iu  uf  ■  Heloise,’  do  not  make 

*  tali'  tit  to  Ik*  placed  beside  ‘Silas 

^  <  i .  as  a  complete  gem  of  art  in 

':«u-  fi»ld  of  romance.  Voltaire, 
-  in.  Diderot*  Goethe,  Victor 
t'arlyle,  may  take  rank  above 
1  -v  Eliot  in  the  suiu  of  the  in  tel- 


U-ctual  ““I'll*  they  gave  t,  their  time, 
hut  none  of  them,  unless  it  be  the 
author  of  the  ‘  Miserable*, ’  can  he  Raul 
to  be  her  equal  in  the  painting  of  real 
life  and  actual  manners. 

‘  Blue  Srocraoe.”—  It  will  probw 
hly  surj/rise  those  not  alreaily  aware 
of  the  fact  U)  learn  that  the  first  per¬ 
son  to  whom  the  opprobrious  epithet 
“Blue  Stocking”  was  applied  was  a 
man.  He  earned  the  title,  not  by  a 
studious  life,  nor  by  the  stores"  of 
knowledge  he  pt«aessed,  l>ut  simj»ly 
by  his  partiality  for  liose  ol  the  celes 
tial  hue.  The  story,  as  usually  told, 
is  thus:  In  the  year  1774  this  gen 
tlernan  was  a  constant  attendant  at 
the  receptions  given  by  Mrs.  M-mta 
gue,  and  invariably  wrtre  blue  stock¬ 
ings,  which  the  quaint  dress  of  the 
time  displayed  to  advantage,  and  which 
w<  »n  for  him  in  time  the  sobriquet  of 
“Blue  Stockings.”  By  degrees  the 
other  frequenters  of  Mrs.  Montague’s 
receptions  began  to  be  associated  with 
him  in  the  title,  and  the  “Blue  Stock 
ing  Club,  as  it  was  called,  liecame 
widely  known  as  the  huunt  of  all  wit 
ami  learning  of  the  day.  Hail  Afr. 
Benjamin  Stillingfteet  known  that  by 
his  fatal  fondness  for  blue  stockings 
he  was  founding  a  term  of  reproach 
for  inoffensive  students  in  ages  to  come 
and  that  accomplished  women — the 
very  race  whose  society  he  apprecia¬ 
ted — w  ould  be  the  objects  of  a  nick- 
naihe,  he  would  undoubtedly  have  sti¬ 
fled  his  craving  after  that  ill  fated 
color,  ami  worn  hose  of  pink,  green, 
or  yellow. 

Thackeray’s  Portrait..— “Apropos 
af  the  drawings  of  the  late  -Frederick 
Walker,  which, are  now,  or  were  lately, 
on  exhibition  at  the  sign  of  the  Rem¬ 
brandt’s  Head  in  Vigo  Street,  a  cor¬ 
respondent  of  a  London  journal  tells,” 
says  the  3ft til  mnl  Kxpressy  “a  pleas¬ 
ant  little  story  of  Thackeray ;  two  back 
vieYvs  of  whom  figure,  or  figured,  in 
this  exhibition.  Fred  W alker  was  pre¬ 
eminently  a  shy  man.  He  hail  no  ex¬ 
alted  opinion  of  his  own  ability,  and 
was  very  modest  and  unassuming.  He 
had  gut  from  a  friend  a  letter  of  intro¬ 
duction  t«»  Thackeray,  and  was  almost 
afraid  to  present  it.  One  day  he  ven¬ 
tured  in  upon  the  editor,  and  had  the 
dreaded  interview.  Thackeray  was  at 
that  time  publishing  a  novel,  *  Lovel, 
the  Widower,’  in  the  CornhUL  Some 
of  his  own  illustrations  lay  before  him. 
Walker  had  been  seeking  employment 
as  an  illustrator.  ‘  What  do  you  think 
of  these  ?’  said  Thackeray,  handing  the 
drawings  over.  WT alker  thought  them 
.very  poor,  and  in  his  shyness,  and 
from  hl.s  inability  to  pay  a  compliment, 
said  so.  Thackeray  knew  human  na¬ 
ture  too  w  ell  to  mistake  a  motive.  He 
‘saw  at « nice  how  matters  stood.  ‘  Come,  ’ 
he  said,  ‘  you  have  criticised  my  work, 
and  now  you  shall  draw  my ‘portrait,’ 
and  then  he  stood  with  his  back  to  the 
artist,  looking  out  of  the  window.” 
The  correspondent  adds  to  this  kindly 
story  that  a  mixlification  of  this  sketch 
was  afterwards  used  as  the  initial  letter 
in  one  of  the  ‘Roundabout  Papers.  ” 

“Mr.  John  Mobley” — says  the  lltrue 
Politique  tt  Litteraire — “the  editor 
of  the  biographical  series  of  ‘English 
Men  of  Letters,’  the  former  editor  of 
the  Furtniyhtly  Review  and  the  Pull 
Mall  ( Ittzette — the  author  of  the  best, 
we-  might  almost  say  the  only,  biogra¬ 
phy  of  Diderot,  is  one  of  the  largest- 
minded,  most  enlightened  men  of  eon- 
.temporary  England.  He  is  a  French¬ 
man,  a  rare  thing  in  England,  even 
among  those  who  consider  themselves 
most  French.  4  Among  English  writ¬ 
ers  none  have  felt  with  such  force,  and 
none  have  expressed  with  such  delica¬ 
cy,  the  charms  of  France.’  As  philos¬ 
opher  he  is  a  man  of  the  eighteenth 
century,  of  which  he  possesses  both 
the  generosity  and  the  enthusiasm ‘Jor 
the  ideal  combined  with  the  tolerancf 
of  the  nineteenth  century;  and  with'' 
the  grave  morality,  the  profound  sense 
>f  the  jiermiuieuce  of  our  actions,  and 
the  resjxmsibility  of  each  generatiop 
to  its  successors  whieh  fill  the  works 
of  George  Eliot,  anti  which  enable  us 
ever  to  see  the  child  of  the  Puritans 
lie  hind  the  English  eucyplt >]  >a*  list.  As 
a  writer' he  possesses  ‘communicative 
loqilenee,  the  more  attractive  because 
sustained  he  obtains  the  effects  of  the 
most  powerful  style  %  mere  force  of 
sol>er  elevation  of  thought’  ” 

The  first  edition  of  150,000  copies 
of  the  first  volume  of  General  Grant’s 
memoirs  is  now  in  the  hamls  of  the 
printers,  J.  J.  Little  &  Co.,  Astor 
Place.  The  binding  of  this  large  edi¬ 
tion  is  given  by  contract  to  three  of 
the  largest  binders  in  the  city ;  50,000 
copies,  or  one-third  of  the  edition,  is 
given  to  Thomas  Russell,  uf  Rose 
street.  It  is  not  unlikely  that  another 
edition  of  equal  number  will  be  order¬ 
ed,  as  soon  as  the  one  now  being  made 
is  finished.  Mr.  Russell  says  that  the 
publishers  have  already  received  or¬ 
ders  for  about  two  hunched  thousand 
sets,  or  four  hundred  thousand  vol¬ 
umes,  and  that  the  present  contracts 
are  the  largest  binding  contracts  ever 
given  in  this  country  for  the  first  edi¬ 
tion  of  any  work.  The  binding  alone 
of  this  edition  will  give  employment 
to  300  men  and  women,  for  over  two 
months. 


CARfUSTON’S  GIFT. 


Hv  HUGH  CO!CWAY 


Author  of  'Called  Bark*  "l*irk  iJaya,* 
“A  Family  Affair*  iIa 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

In  the  apring  of  lWft  I  went  down  to 
Bournemouth,  to  for  the  lut  time  an  old 
.' riend  who  »a»  dying  of  «-nOHumpti<in  Dnr 
mg  a  great  part  <if  the  journey  d.  »u  I  had 
for  a  traveling  c»  ni|>axii<  n  a  wt-li-dreaa>«l, 
gentlemanly  man  of  about  it)  years  uf  ag* 
We  were  alone  in  the  lum  perm  lent,  and 
after  interchanging  * >me  small  jLivilitu*, 
Huch  as  the  barter  of  newspaper*,  slid  into 
con  venation. 

My  fellow  traveler  itemed  to  be  an  Intel¬ 
lectual  man,  and  well  p  .-ted  up  in  the  doings 
of  the  day.  Ha  talked  fluently  and  -aailv  .in 
various  topics  ano.  judging  by  hi*  talk, 
must  have  moved  in  „ood  society.  Although 
I  fancied  h«  features  lore  trace i  ol  hard 
living  and  dueuiat.ou,  h  was  not  unprepw- 
Mesiog  m  apparance.  The  greatest  faults 
in  his  face  were  the  remarkable  thinness  of 
his  lips,  an  J  hi.ayea  being  a  shade  cluaer 
together  than  one  cares  to  see.  With  a 
casual  acquaintance  such  peculiarities  are  of 
little  moment,  but  for  my  part  I  should  not 
choose  one  who  pr«saea*ed  tbemYor  a  friend 
without  due  trial  and  -earching  (proof. 

At  this  time  the  Euglish  public  were  much 
interested  in  an  important  will  case  which 
was  now  living  tried.  The  reversion  to  a 
vast  sum  of  money  depended  up  m  the  testa¬ 
tor’s  sanity  or  Insanity.  Like  most  other 
people,  we  duly  discussed  the  matter.  I 
supjiose,  from  some  of  my  remarks,  my 
companion  understood  that  I  was  a  doctor. 
He  asked  me  a  good  many  technical  ques¬ 
tions,  and  l  described  several  curious  cases 
of  mania  which  had  come  under  my-  notice. 
He  seemed  greatly  interested  in  tne  subject 
“You  must  sometimes  find  it  hard  to  say 
where  sanity  ends  and  insanity  begins,”  be 
said,  thoughtfuby. 

“Yes.  The  boundary  line  is  in  some  in¬ 
stances  hard  to  define.  To  give  in  such  a 
dubious  case  an  opinion  which  would  satisfy 
myself  I  should  want  to  have  known  the  pa¬ 
tient  at  the  time  be  was  considered  quite 
sane” 

“To  mark  the  difference.!” 

“Exactly.  And  to  know  the  bent  of  the 
character.  For  instance,  there  is  a  friend 
of  mine.  He  was  perfectly  sane  when  last 
I  saw  him.  but  for  all  I  know  be  may  have 
male  great  progress  the  other  way  in  the 
interval.” 

Then,  without  mentioning  names,  dates  or 
places,  I  described  Carriston’s  peculiar  dis¬ 
position  to  mv  intelligent  listener.  He  heard 
me  with  rapt  interest. 

“You  predict  he  will  go  mad  I”  be  said. 
“Certainly  not.  U nless  anvthing  unfore¬ 
seen  arises  he  will  probably  live  and  die  as 
sane  as  you  or  I.” 

"Why  did  you  fear  for  him,  then!" 

“For  this  reason:  I  think  that  any  sud¬ 
den  emotion — violent  grief,  for  instance — 
any  unexpected  and  crushing  blow,  miirht 
at  once  disturb  the  halnnce  of  his  mind.  Let 
his  life  run  on  in  an  even  groove,  and  all 
will  be  well  with  him.” 

My  companion  was  silent  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments. 

“Did  you  mention  your  friend’s  nune?”  he 
asked. 

I  laughed.  “Doctors  never  give  names 
whefi  they  qiiote  cases.” 

At  the  next  station  my  companion  left  the 
train.  He  bade  me  a  polite  adieu,  and 
thanked  me  ft  r  the  pleasure  my  conversation 
had  given  him.  After  wondering  what  sta¬ 
tion  in  life  be  occupied  I  dismissed  him  from 
my  mind,  as  one  who  had  crossed  my  path 
for  a  short  time  and  would  probably  never 
cross  it  again. 

Although  I  did  not  see  Charles  Carriston 

I  iwnivAil  onroral  lo  fetor  a  from  bhn  ilm  ing 

the  course  o i  the  year.  He  had  not  forgot¬ 
ten  our  undertaking  to  pass  my  next  holiday 
together.  Early  in  the  autumn,  just  as  I 
was  beginning  to  long  ' with  a  passionate 
longing  for  open  air  and  -blue  skies,  a  letter 
came  from  Carriston.  Ho  was  now,  he  said, 
roughing  it  in  the  Wet  tern  Highland*.  He 
reminded  me  of  last  year’s  promise.  Could 
I  get  away  from  work  now/  Would  I  join 
him?  If  I  did  not  oare  to  visit  Scotland, 
would  I  suggest  some  other  place  where  he 
could  Join  me?  Still,  the  scenery  by  which 
he  was  now  surrounded  was  superb,  and 
the  accommodation  be  had  secured,  if  not 
luxurious,  fairly  comfortable.  He  thought 
w*  could  not  do  better.  A  postscript  to  his 
lettnt  asked  me  to  address  him  as  Cedi 
Carr,  ‘not  Charles  Carriston.  He  had  a  rea¬ 
son  for  chancing  his  name— a  foolish  reason, 

I  should  no  aqubt  call  it.  Wheu  we  met  hj 
would  let  me  know  it. 

Thiv  letter  at  once  decided  me  to  accept 
his  invitation.  In  a  week’s  time  my  ar¬ 
rangements  for  leave  of  absence  were  com¬ 
plete,  and  I  was  speeding  northward  in  the 
highest  spirits,  and  well  equipped  with 
everything  necessary  for  my  favorite  holi¬ 
day  pursuit.  I  looked  forward  with  the 
greatest  pleasure  to  again  meeting  Carris- 
ton.  I  found  him  at  Cal  lendar  w  ait. ng  for 
me.  The  coa“h  did  not  follow  the  route  we 
were  obliged  to  take  in  order  to  reach  the 
somewhat  unfreqented  part  of  the  country 
in  which  our  teut  was  pitched,  so  my  friend 
had  secured  the  services  of  a  primitive 
vehicle  and  a  strong,  shaggy  pony  to  bear 
u*  the  remainder  of  the  journey. 

So  soon  as  our  first  hearty  greetings  were 
over,  I  proceeded  to  as  certain  how  the  last 
year  had  treated  Carriston.  I  was  both 
delighted  and  astonished  at  the  great  change 
for  the  better  which  had  taken  place  in  his 
manner  no  less  than  hie  appearance.  He 
looked  far  more  robust;  he  seemed  happier, 
brighter— altogether  more  like  ordinary  hu¬ 
manity.  Not  only  bad  he  greeted  me  with 
almost  boisterous  glee,  but  during  our  drive 
through  the  wonderful  scenery -he  was  in 
the  gayiwt  spirits  and  full  of  fun  and  anec¬ 
dote,  I  congratulated  him  heaTtily  upon 
the  marked  improvement  in  his  health,  both 
mentally  and  physically. 

“Yee,  I  aui  much  better,”  In  said.  “I  fol¬ 
lowed  a  part  of  your  advice  -gave  up  mop¬ 
ing,  tried  constant  chaug:  of  scene,  inter¬ 
ested  mvsedf  in  many  more  things.  I  am 
quite  a  different  man.” 

‘  No  siijferna  ural  visitations/”  I  a*ked, 
anxious  to  |eurn  tuat  his  cure  in  that  direc¬ 
tion  was  complete. 

His  face  f«J.  Ha  hesitate  1  a  second  be¬ 
fore  answering. 

“No— not  nofr,”  he  said.  “I  fought  against 
the  strange  feeling,  and  I  believe  have  got  rid 
of  it — at  least  I  hope  so.” 

I  said  no  more  on  the  subject.  Carriston 
plunged  into  a  series  of  vivul  and  mimetic 
descriptions  of  the  varieties  of  Scotch  char¬ 
acter  which  he  had  met  with  during  his 
stay.  He  depicted  his  experiences  sp  amus¬ 
ingly  that  I  laughe  1  heartily  for  many  a 
mile. 

‘But  why  the  change  in  your  name?”  I 
asked,  when  hi  paused  for  a  moment  m  his 
merry  talk. 

He  blushed,  and  looked  rather  ashamed. 
“I  scarcely  like  to  tell  you;  you  will  think 
my  reason  so  absurd.” 

“Never  mind. .  I  don’t  judge  you  by  the 
ordinary  standard." 

“Well,  the  tact  is,  my  cousin  is  also  in 
Scotland.  I  feared  if  I  gave  my  true  name 
at  the  hotel  at  whi  h  I  stayed  on  my  way 
here  he  might  by  chance  see  it,  and  look  me 
np  in  these  wild  regions.” 

“Well,  anil  what  if  he  did?” 

“I  can’t  tell  you.  I  hate  to  know  I  feel 
like  it.  But  I  have  always,  perhaps  without 
cause,  been  afraid  of  him— and  this  place  is 
horribly  lonely.” 

Now  that  I  understood  the  meaning  of  his 
words  I  thought  the  boy  must  be  joking;  but 
the  grave  look  on  his  face  showed  he  was 
never  farther  f*\»m  merriment. 

“Why,  Carriston,”  1  cried,  “you  are  posi¬ 
tively  ridiculous  about  your  cousin.  You 
1’t  think  the  man  wants  to  murder  you.” 

‘I  don’t  know  what  I  think.  I  am  saying 
things  to  you  which  I  ought  not  to  say ;  but 
every  tune  1  meet  him  I  feel  he  bates  me, 
and  wishes  me  out  of  the  world.” 

Between  wishing  and  doing  there  is  a 
great  difference.  I  dare  say  all  this  is 
fannv  an  your  part  ” 


"Per  Lap*  ax  An  j  way  Cen^l  Carr  is  as 
good  a  name  up  here  as  Charles  Camaton. 
■o  please  humor  my  whim  and  say  no  more 
about  it." 

As  it  made  do  difference  to  me  by  what 
name  he  ctx  we  to  call  himself.  I  dropwd  the 
subject.  1  knew  of  (Ad  that  md«  of  his 
strange  (rvjudioes  were  prwV  against  any¬ 
thing  I  could  do  to  remove  them. 

At  Last  we  reached  oar  temporary 
It  was  a  substantial,  few- Unit  " 
and  inhabited  by  a  thrifty 
widow,  who,  although  well-io-io. 
the  tun pie  ideas  of  her  neighbors  went,  wm 
nevertheioa  always  willing  to  add  to  her  re 
sources  by  aivommodating  such  stray  tour¬ 
ists  a»  wuW  to  bury  themselves  for  a  day 
or  two  in  auiitude,  or  artiste  who,  like  our 
selves,  preferred  to  enjoy  the  leauUee  of 
Nature  undisturbed  by  the  usual  ebbing  and 
flowing  stream  of  gigbteeier*. 

As  L'arrwioo  saartel,  the  accommodation. 
If  homely,  was  good  enough  for  twu  single 
men;  the  fare  was  plentiful,  and  our  nuou 
ware  the  picture  of  cieanbhea*.  After  a 
cursory  inspection  I  fell  sure  that  ,1  could 
for  a  few  weeks  maka  myself  very  happy  in 
thiwe  quarters. 

1  had  not  been  twenty-four  hours  in  the 
bouse  before  1  found  out  one  reason  fur  the 
great  change  for  the  better  in  Charles  Car- 
rwtou's  demeanor;  knew  why  his  step  was 
lighter,  his  eye  brighter,  his  voice  ga>er, 
and  his  whole  bearing  altered.  Whether  the 
reason  was  a  subject  for  congratulation  or 
not  1  could  not  as  yet  say. 

The  boy  was  in  love;  in  love  as  only  a  pas¬ 
sionate.  romantic,  imaginative  nature  can 
be;  and  even, then  only  once  in  a  lifetime. 
Heedless,  headstrong,  impulsive,  and  en¬ 
tirely  his  own  master,  he  had  given  h  s  very 
heart  and  soul  into  the  keeping  of  a  woman. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

That  a  man  of  Carriston's  rank,  (reeding 
and  refinement  should  meet  his  fate  within 
the  walls  of  a  lonely  farm-house  beyond  the 
Trossachs,  seems  incredible.  One  would 
scarcel  -  expect  to  find  among  such  humble 
surround. ngs  a  wife  suitable  to  a  man  of  his 
stamp.  And  yet  when  1  saw  the  woman 
who  bad  won  him,  I  neither  wondered  at  the 
conquest,  nor  did  I  blame  him  for  weakness. 

I  made  the  great  discovery  on  the  morning 
after  my  arrival.  Eager  to  taste  the  fresh 
ntws  of  the  morning  air,  I  rose  betimes  and 
went  for  a  short  stroll.  I  returned,  and 
while  standing  at  the  door  of  the  house, 
was  positively  startled  by  the  beauty  of  a 
girl  who  passed  me  and  entered,  as  if  she 
were  a  regular  inhabitant  of  the  place. 
Not  &  rosy  Scotch  lassie,  such  as  one  would 
expect  to  find  indigenous  to  the  soil;  but  a 
slim,  graceful  girl,  with  delicate  classical 
features.  A  girl  with  a  mass  of  knotted 
light  hair,  yet  with  the  apparent  anomaly, 
dark  eyes,  eyelashes  and  eyebrows— a  combi¬ 
nation  which,  to  my  mind,  makes  a  style  of 
beauty  rare,  irresistible  and  dangerous  above 
all  others.  .  The  features  which  filled  the  ex¬ 
quisite  oval  of  her  face  were  refined  and 
faultless.  Her  complexion  was  pale,  but  its 
pallor  in  no  way  suggested  anything  save 
perfect  health.  To  ent  my  enthusiastic  de¬ 
scription  short,  I  may  at  once  say  it  has 
never  been  my  good  fortune  to  cast  my  eyes 
on  a  lovelier  creature  than  this  young  girL 

Although  her  dress  was  of  the  plainest  and 
simplest  description,  no  one  could  have  mis¬ 
taken  her  for  a  servant;  and  much  as  I  ad¬ 
mire  the  bonny,  healthy  Scotch  country  las¬ 
sies.  I  telt  sure  that  mountain  air  had  never 
reared  a  being  of  this  ethereally  beautiful 
type.  As  she  passed  me  I  raised  my  hat  in¬ 
stinctively.  She  gracefully  bent  her  golden 
head,  and  bade  me  a  quiet  but  unemliar- 
rassed  good-morning.  My  eyes  followed  her 
until  she  vanished  at  the  end  of  the  dark 
passage  which  led  to  the  back  of  the  bouse. 

Even  during  the  brief  glimpse  I  enjoyed 
of  this  fair  unknown  a  strange  idea  occurred 
to  me.  There  was  a  remarkable  likeness  be¬ 
tween  her  delicate  features  and  those, 
scarcely  Jess  delicate,  of  Carriston.  This  r» 
semblance  may  have  added  to  the  interest 
the  girl’s  appearance  awoke  in  my  mind. 
Any  way.  I  entered  our  sitting-room,  and,  a 
prey  to  curiosity  and  perhaps  hunger,  awaited 
with  much  impatience,  the  appearance  of 
Carriston — and  breakfast. 


I  raised  my  hat  instinctively 


The  former  arrived  first.  Generally  speak¬ 
ing,  he  was  afoot  long  before  I  was.  but  this 
morning  we  ha  1  reversed  the  usual  order  of 
things.  As  soon  as  I  saw  him  I  crip  1 : 

“Carriston,  tell  me  at  ouce  who  is  the 
lovely  girl  I  met  outside.  An  n|ige'  wiih 
dark  eves  and  gulden  hair.  I;  siic  nyi'.ig 
here,  like  ourselves?” 

A  look  of  pleasure  flashed  into'tyis  »•  o — a 
look  w  hich  pretty  well  told  me  eVcr  ling. 
Nevertheless,  he  answered  a*  card)  a .  if 
such  lovely  young  women  wen  ai  c  >  .  uion 
tp  the  mountain  side  as  rocks  and  jbramb  a. 

“I  expect  you  mean  M.ss  Rowan,  a  nie  'e 
of  our  worthy  landlady.  Sue  .jives  wi„b 
her.” 

She  cannot  be  Scotch,  with  such  a  face 
and  eyes.” 

“Half  and  half.  Her  father  was  called  an 
Englishman,  but  was,  I  believe,  of  French 
extraction.  They  gay  the  name  was  origin¬ 
ally  Rohan.” 

Carriston  seemed  to  have  made  close  in¬ 
quiries  as  to  Miss  Row  an’ 8  parentage. 

"But  w  hat  brings  her  here/”  1  asked. 

“She  has  nowhere  else  to  go.  Rowan  wo* 
an  artist.  He  married  a  sister  of  dur  hostesa, 
|uid  bore  her  away  from  her  native  land. 
Some  years  ago  she  died,  leaving  this  one 
daughter.  Last  year  the  father  died,  pmuh 
less,  they  tell  me,  so  the  girl  has  since  lived 
with  her  only  relative,  her  aunt." 

“Well,”  I  said,  “as  you  seem  to  know  all 
about  her,  you  can  introduce  mebv-and-by.” 

“With  the  greatestpleasure,  if  Miss  Rowan 
permits,”  said  Carriston.  I  was  glad  to  hear 
him  give  the  conditional  promise  with  a* 
much  respect  to  the  lady’s  wishes  as  if  she 
had  been  a  duchess. 

Then,  with  the  liberty  a  close  friend  may 
take,  I  drew  toward  me  a  portfolio,  full,  I 
presumed,  of  sketches  of  surrounding  scenery. 
To  my  surprise,  Carriston  jumped  up  hastily 
and  snatched  it  from  me.  “They  are  too  bad 
to  look  at,”  he  said.  As  I  struggled  to  regain 
po- session  sundry  strings  broke,  and  lo  and 
behold  I  the  floor  was  littered,  not  with  de¬ 
lineations  of  rock,  lake  and  torrent,  but 
with  images  of  the  fair  young  girl  I  had 
seen  a  few  minutes  befora  Full  face,  profile^ 
three-quarter  faco,  five,  even  seven-eighth 
face,  all  were  there — eaoh  *tudy  perfectly 
executed  by  Carriston's  clever  pencil.  I 
threw  myseLf  into  achpir  and  laughed  aloud, 
while  the  young  man,  blushing  and  discom¬ 
fited,  quickly  huddled  the  portrait*  between 
the  covers,  just  as  a  genuine  Scotch  iaisit 
bore  in  the  plentiful  and,  to  me,  very  wel¬ 
come  breakfast. 

Carriston  did  favor  me  with  his  company 
during  the  whole  of  that  day,  but,  in  spit* 
of  my  having  come  to  Scotland  to  enjoy  hM 
society,  that  day,  from  easily  guessed  rea¬ 
sons,  w  as  the  only  one  in  which  1  had  uudia- 
puted  possession  of  my  friend. 

Of  course,  I  bantered  him  a  great  deal  on 
the  portfolio  episode.  He  took  it  in  good 
part,  attempting  little  or  no  defense.  In¬ 
deed,  beiore  night  he  had  told  me  with  all  a 
boy’s  fervor  how  he  had  loved  Madeline 
Rowan  at  first  sight,  how  in  the  short  spiOe 
of  time  which  had  elapsed  since  that  meeting 
he  had  wooed  her  and  won  her;  how  good 
and  beautiful  she  was:  how  he  worshipped 


_  pM*ib«*  b<-  w.-uki  tveu*  and  aee  me.  Any 

D*r;  few  haps  r  he  fe»t.  bow  when  I  went  nmr  be  » .Slid  write  and  lei  me  know  the 

sun*  be  «h  uld  accompany  oe.  ami  dw  &met  >Ul4>  «  hu  mpf^^  btn€  marri*.-*  If 

making  a  few  neoa-arr  arrmneemente.  re-  j  ^  nanagv  h  av»  to  ll.  *>  much  tbe 

tom  at  ore  and  taer  «m  bode  away  baiter  ii  n.<  be  wmki  in.  a-  tbrr  pamed 

Iojukl  onh  U»l«  t.  Urn  ant  ^ngraUdaia  Uiwn<  bring  h»  lode  m  par  me 

him.  It  wm  no«  mr  place  to  ar;  the  ^r.  ,  „  ^  frvodlT  *,uL  He  left  me  ia 

adrim  him  either  hr  or  a**in*  tbe  tbti ^  ^rlU,  and  1  went  back  lo  my 
patient*  and  w.rfcrd  hard  to  make  up  leal 
griMind.  and  osialermrt  whatever  error*  had 
bwa  nenn titled  by  my  twtJtnte. 

N  Or  w*r-ka  after*  ard,  late  at  night,  while 
1  wat  deep  ia  a  new  ant  clever  trwaUee  an 
tvtnoUce.  a  man  haggard,  wild,  unshorn  and 
unkmqit  ru.bed  past  my  startled  servant 
and  eutervd  the  room  Ui  which  1  aat  He 
threw  hiiinwif  into  a  chair,  and  I  was  borrt- 
Bed  to  rer->grim-  ta  the  intruder  nr  d*W> 
and  brill  la  it  (mend  Charles  Carrutoo! 


CalTHtua  had  >«lT  hlluwnlf 
plnaaa.  and  if  he  made  a  rash  step,  only  bun 
self  to  blame  fiv  the  ,\.uw«quetKe*  And 
wgy  should  l  have  diaeua^l^l— I  who  in 
days  envied  the  U'jr  *  good  fortune* 

I  saw  a  great  deal  ut  Made. tne  R-  ’ 
How  strange  and  out-of-place  her  nam.<  aud 
\  fafls  am-cued  anud  our  surrounding*  if  at 
a i mew  bat  shy  ami  retiring,  she  soou,  if 
for  Carriatou  *  sake,  couaruted  to  look 
tne  a*  a  friend,  and  ta  ked  to  me  freely 
unrewervwily.  1  beu  1  found 

her  face,  t  uefa  a 
cxmqu*  et  did  she  make  of  me  that,  save  La¬ 
ical  reason.  I  should  have  felt 
that  Can-ait  i  m  had  else 
woul  I  t«  happv  in  weddm;  . 
gtrl  of  hia  choice,  hft*Le|*  of  her  bumble 
position  in  Vhe  world,  an  i  alee  ce  of  U-tit 
tikg  wealthN  When  ouce  his  wif\  1  felt 
sure  that  it  his  <-are  I  tor  her  to  win  social 
mnsct-iM.  her  !■■>«,*  and  tearing  w«»ul  1  inure 
it}  and  from  thi\  great  impmveaieii  v»  Inch, 
aa  I  have  alreadyVaid,  l  uu .10  d  in  1>  *.u*al  h 
ajfcl  spirits  I  h-q*ve  1  that  his  lu .  i  lagc 
would  make  tiis  liiedouger,  hap,  ter  .  i  bet- 

tar. 

Now  for  my  objecti<>n.  winch  s  e  11s  i.lnod 
a  laughable  one.  lo .  jk-itjlon  tbe  c.  .«  of 
the  extraordinary  reieVipiance,  wfe,  i.  si 
far  as  a  man  may  res  iub  e  a  worn  ex 
isfcxi  b  'twe.*n  Charles  Cajrruia>:i  a.i  i  ->la»l  - 
line  Rowan.  The  more  1  sgV  tbe.u  tog,*. her, 
the  more  1  was  struck  by  V-  A  »l>  uug  r 
might  .  well  have  lakeu  them  for 
bftither  aud  sister.  Tne  same  delicate  fe_i- 
Uirua,  drawn  in  the  -ame  lines;  the  am 
soft,  dark,  dreamy  eyes;  eveaYtbe  aatu< 
shaped  beads.  Conn  taring  the.  two, 

needed  no  phrenologist  or  physb 
to  tell  you  where  on.*  ejxcelleJ,  th\  other 

riled;  where  one  failed,  tbe  othi 

ting  Now  coul  1  I  hive  selected  a\wife 
tat  my  fneud,  X  would  ha|ve  chosen  ou  *^ith 
habits  aud  constitution  '  entirely  dilferhu 
from  his  own.  She  should  pave  been  a  brigui 
bnstlmg  woman,  with  lots  of  energy  and  com¬ 
mon  seuse-^-oue  who  would  have  rattled 
him  about  and  kept  him  going— not  a  lovel  v, 
dark-eyed,  dreamy  girl,  w  ho  could  forh.  urs 
at  a  stretch  make  herself  supremely  happy 
if  only  sitting  at  her  lovej-’s  feet  and  -  p^ak 
ing  no  word.  Yet  they  were  a  handsome 
couple,  and  never  have  1  seen  two  people 
Utterly  devoted  to  each  ojther  as  tho.^e  tv 
•gemed  to  be  during  those  autumn  da 
which  I  spent  with  them. 

I  soon  had  a  clear  proof  of  ths  closene-k 
of  their  mental  resemblapoe.  One  evening 
Carriston,  Madeline  aud  I  were  sitting  out 
of  doors  watching  the  gray  mist  deepening 
ia  the  valley  at  our  fast.  Two  of  ths  party 
were,  of  course,  hand  In  hand  *h«  third 
•sated  at  a  discreet  distance-— not  so  far 
away  as  to  preclude  conversation,  but  far 
^taougb  off  to  be  able  to  pretend  that  be  saw 
and  heard  only  what  was  intended  for  kii 
eyes  aud  wn 

How  certain  topics,  whi  oh  I  would  have 
avoided  discussing  with  Carriston,  were  start- 
ad  I  hardly  remember.  Probably  soiub 
■trange  tale  had  been  passed  down  trimi  wild¬ 
er  and  even  more  solitary  regions  than «  urs — 
•ome  rid  culous  tale  of  Highland  superstition, 
no  doubt,  embellished  and  augmented  by 
tech  one  who  repeated;  it  to  his  fellows. 
From  her  awed  talk  I  soon  found  that  Mad 
•line  Rowan,  perhaps  by  reason  of  the 
Boot  eh  blood  in  her  veins,  w  as  as  firm  a  be¬ 
liever  in  things  visionary  and  beyqud  N ature 
as  ever  Charles  Carriston  in  his  silliest  mo 
Bieuts  could  be.  As  soon  as  I  could  I  stopped 
ths  talk,  aud  the  next  day,  fin  ling  the  girl 
for  a  few  minutes  alone,  told  her  plainly 
that  subjects  of  this  kind  should  be  kept  as 
far  as  possible  fronY  er  future  husband’s 
thoughts.  Sh:  promised  obedience,  with 
dreamy  eves  which  looked  as  far  away  and 
full  of 'visions  as  Carriston’s. 

“By  -the-by,"  I  said,  “has  he  ever  spoken 
to  you  about  seeing  strange  things?” 

“Yes;  he  has  hinted  ait  it.” 
i  “And  you  believe  him|T’ 

I  "Of  course  I  do-=-he  told  me  so.” 

This  was  unanswerable.  “A  pretty  pair 
they  will  make!”  I  muttered,  as  Madeline 
•lipped  from  me  to  welcome  her  lover,  who 
was  approaching.  “They  wi  1  see  ghosts  in 
every  corner,  and  goblin*  behind  every  cur- 
tain.” 

Nevertheless,  the  young  people  had  no 
doubts  alout  their  coming  bliss.  Every¬ 
thing  was  going  smoothly  and  pleasant’y  for 
them.  Carriston  had  at  once  spoken  to 
Madeline’s  aunt,  and  obtained  the  old  Scotch 
w  oman’s  ready  consent  to  their  union.  I 
was  rather  vexed  at  his  still  keeping  to  hi* 
absurd  whim,  and  concealing  his  true  name. 
He  said  he  was  afraid  of  alarming  the  aunt 
by  telling  her  he  w&a  passing  under  an 
alias,  while  if  he  gave  Madeline  his  true 
reason  for  bo  doing  she  would  be  miserable. 
Moreover,  I  found  be  bad  formed  ti  e  ro¬ 
mantic  plan  of  marrying  her  without  tell¬ 
ing  her  in  what  an  enviable  position  she 
would  be  placed,  so  far  a*  worldly  gear 
went.  A  kind  of  Lord  of  Burleigh  surprise 
no  doubt  commended  itself  to  his  imagina¬ 
tive  brain. 

The  last  day  of  my  holiday  came.  I  bade 
a  long  and  sad  farewell  to  lake  and  moun¬ 
tain,  and,  accompanied  by  Carriston,  started 
for  home.  I  did  not  see  the  parting  proper 
between  the  young  people — that  was  far  too 
sacred  a  thing  to  be  intruded  upon — but  even 
when  that  protracted  affau  was  over  I 
waited  many,  many  minutes  while  Carrie- 
ton  stood  hand  in  band  with  Madeline,  com¬ 
forting  himself  and  her  by  reiterating, 
"Only  six  week*— six  short  weeks]  And 
then— and  thenl”  It  was  the  girl  who  at 
last  tore  herself  away,  and  then  Carriston 
mounted  reluctantly  by  my  side  on  the 
rough  vehicle. 

From  Edinburgh  we  traveled  by  the  night 
train.  The  greater  part  of  the  way  we  had 
the  compartment  to  ourselves  Carriston, 
as  a  lover  will,  talked  of  nothing  but  coming 
bliss  and  his  plans  for  the  future.  Aft  r  a 
while  I  grew  quite  weary  of  the  monotony 
of  the  subject,  and  at  last  dozed  off,  and  for 
some  little  time  slept  The  shrill  whistle  which 
told  us  a  tunnel  was  at  band  aroused  me. 
My  companion  was  sitting  opposite  to  me, 
and  as  I  glanced  across  at  him  my  attention 
was  arrested  by  tbe  same  strange,  intense 
look, which  I  had  on  a  previous  occasion  at 
Bettws  y  Coed  noticed  in  his  eyes — the  same 
fixed  stare— th#  same  obliviousness  to  all 
that  was  passing.  Remembering  bis  request 
1  shook  him,  somewhat  roughly,  back  to  his 
senses.  He  regarded  me  for  a  moment 
vacantly,  then  said: 

“Now  I  have  found  out  what  was  wanting 
to  make  the.  power  I  told  you  of  complete. 

1  could  see  her  if  I  wished.” 

•'Of  course  you  can  ske  her— in  your  mind’s 
eye.  All  lovers  can  do  that” 

“If  I  tried  I  could  see  her  bodily — know 
exactly  what  she  is  doing.”  He  spoke  with 
an  air  of  complete  conviction. 

“Then  I  hope,  for  the  sake  of  modesty, 
you  won’t  try.  It  is! now  nearly  3  o’clock. 
She  ought  to  be  in  bed  and  asleep.” 

I  spoke  tightly,  thinking  it  better  to  try 
and  laugh  him  out  of  pis  lolly.  He  took  no 
i  .otioe  of  my  sorry  joke. 

“No,”  he  said,  quietly,  “I  am  not  going  to 
try.  But  I  know  now  what  was  wanting. 
Love — such  love  aa  mipe — such  love  as  hers — 
makes  the  connecting  link,  and  enables 
sight  or  some  other  sense  to  cross  over  space 
and  pass  through  every  material  obstacle" 
“Look  here,  Carriston,”  I  said,  seriously, 
“you  are  talking  like  a  madman.  I  don’t 
want  to  frighten  you,  but  I  am  bound  both 
as  a  doctor  and  you  sincere  friend  to  tell 
you  that  unless  you  core  yourself  of  these 
absurd  delusions  they  will  grow  upon  you, 
develop  fresh  forms,  and  you  will  probably 
end  your  days  under  restraint.  Ask  any 
doctor;  be  will  tell  you  the  same.” 

“Doctors  are  a  clever  race,”  answered  my 
strange  young  friend,  “but  they  don’t  know 
everything." 

Bo  saying  he  closed  his  eyes  and  appeared 
to  sleep. 

We  parted  upon  reaching  London.  Maay 
kind  words  and  wishes  passed  between  us, 
and  I  gave  him  some  mere  well  mean  t  and, 

I  beheved,  needed  warnings.  He  was  going 
down  to  see  his  uncle,  the  baronet  Then 
he  had  some  matters  to  arrange  with  his 
lawyers,  and  above  all  had  to  select  a  resi¬ 
dence  for  himself  and  his  wife.  He  would 
mo  doubt  be  in  Lcmdon  for  a  short  time.  If 


l  •  /<  (vti'inueri. ) 
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LEG  AX  NOTICES. 

pi’BUC  SALE  of  real  estate. 

Notice  is  hereby  giten  that,  by  virtue  of 
a  warrant  issued  by  the  Township  Com¬ 
mittee  of  the  Township  of  Bloomfield,  in 
the  County  of  Essex  and  State  of  New  Jer¬ 
sey.  bearing  date  the  22d  day  of  July, 
1HK5,  to  make  the  unpaid  taxew  assessed  on 
lands,  tenements,  hereditaments  and  real 
estate  in  said  township  in  the  year  1883, 
the  subscriber,  Collector  of  Taxes  for  the 
said  township  will  onj 

WEDNESDAY,  THE  TWENTY-THIRD- 
DAY  OF  SEPTEMBER  NEXT, 
at  the  hour  of  2  p.m.,  at  his  office  in  Dodd's 
building.  Glen  wood  avenue,  in  said  town¬ 
ship,  sell  the  lands,  tenements,  heredita¬ 
ments  and  real  estate  hereunder  described 
at  public  vendue,  for  the  shortest  term, 
not  exceeding  thirty  years,  for  which  any 
person  or  persons  will  agree  to  take  the 
same,  and  pay  such  taxes  with  the  interest 
thereon,  from  the  20th  day  of  October, 
A.  D.  One  Thousand,  Eight  Hundred  and 
Eighty-three,  together  with  all  costa,  fees, 
charges  and  expenses. 

DISTRICT  NO.  1. 

4  Ackerman,  eat.  of  Abram  one 
house,  1U  acres  on  west  side  of 

\  mad  to  Franklin  .  $14.36 

\44  Dodd,  Reuben  N.  and  Bro.,  52 
\  acres,  west  side  Paterson  road  80.64 
68..  Kent,  Lyman  B.,  one  house,  30 
\  acres,  n.  J.  T.  (iarabraut,  for- 
Duerly,  e.  Peter  S.  Garabrant, 

V  Morris  Cana),  w.  J.  T.  Gar- 

arrant,  formerly  .  58.11 

wtead,  « 

)  acre*, 

,e,  V  ma 
id  JVVai 
Canal  and 

133  Van  Gieson.  Augustus  T.  1  house 

44£  acresAn.  Paterson  road  A 
road  past  I\  Ii.  church,  e.  A. 
Garabrant,  \w.  hinds  formerly 

J.  H.  Might  ,\ .  84.00 

'6  Lyon,  Wm.  1  house,  28  acres, 
part  of  farm  formerly  belong¬ 
ing  to  Miss  Cyriikhu  Van  Win- 
Winkle,  w.  side  Paterson  road  36. 28 

134  Van  Riper,  John,  l\house,  11 

acres,  e.  side  Patersiip  road,  a 
of  Wilbur  Brokaw  .  .  v . .  19.02 

DISTRICT  NO.  2.  \ 

287  Smith,  Thus,  (formerly  Fpich) 

Stores  cor.  Bloomfield  avenue 
and  Orange  st.,  u.  OraugtAst. 
e.  James  R  Finch,  s.  Wm.  A 
Freeman,  w.  Bloomfield  ave.  .\  53.00 
318  Groahong,  est.  Peter,  1  house,  \ 

Broad  st  n.  est.  Jus.  Ball,  e. 

Broad  st.  w.  Ball  est .  1S^.78 

388  Hayes,  Simeon  R.  1  house,  Mon¬ 
roe  Place,  north  side,  formerly 

T.  E.  Hayes .  40.28 

426  Kept,  Aaron  H.  one  house,  7 
acres,  n.  Old  Road,  e.  Jacob 
Ritchie,  s.  est  C.  Farrand,  w. 

formerly  W.  Wright .  69.34 

475  McDowell,  Chas.,  one  house,  n. 

Canal  st ,  e.  est.  J.  M.  Bonnell 
a  and.  w.  Montclair  Railway  42.40 
577  Peck,  Gilbert  H.,  one  house,  n. 

Beach  st.,  e.  and  s.  L  C.  Ward 

w.  Ed.  Ward .  57.18 

760  Weeks,  est  Dr.  Cyrus,  about  one 
acre,  n.  Franklin  st.,  e.  &  s. 
est.  Cyrus  Weeks,  wll.M.  Day  14.84 
783  Edward  S.  Wilde,  2  tracts— l«t 
e.  side  Ridgewood  ave,  n.  Mtc. 
Railroad,  e.  Gemetery,  a  West 
Belleville  ave.  w.  Ridgew.  ave  154. 16 
2d.  Tract,  n.  Geo.  Mann,  or  Benson 
e.  Ridgewood  ave.  s.  Kate  V. 

Rudd  and  Benson,  w.  Benson 
DISTRICT  NO.  3. 

1  Boyne,  James,  jr.,  1  house,  east 

side  Canal,  near  Plane .  18. 46 

8  Boyne,  James,  1  house,  a  side 

Spring  st . .  12.58 

51  Cunningham,  PaCk,  lh.  Liberty  st  9.54 
65  Dunbar,  Dominic,  1  lot,  Cross  st  2. 59 
104  Gillespie,  est  of,  114  acres,  1  h. 
road  leading  from  Bloomfield 

to  Franklin. .  159.00 

121  Higgins,  Thomas,  1  house,  n. 

Liberty  st.,  e.  Hickory  st,  s 

Powers,  w.  Canal .  6.36 

150  Manley,  Mrs.  Thomas.  1  house, 

12  acres,  n.  side  Belleville  ave  67.28 
158  Monegan,  est  Philip,  1  house, 

Montgomery  st,  north  side. .  .  13.64 
163  Madison,  Mrs.  Wm.  J.,  2  lots, 

Orchard  st. ,  west  side .  4. 66 

172  O’Conner,  Thomas,  one  house, 

east  side  of  Canal,  near  Plane.  6.74 
230  Van  Winkle,  Cornelius,  1  house, 

Montgomery  street .  25. 44 

VanWinkle,  Eliza  and  Sarah,  1 
h.  and  store,  Montgomery  st . .  42.90 
232  Van  Winkle,  Moses,  1  house,  3£ 

acres,  Montgomery  st  n.  side.  21.14 
DISTRICT  NO.  4. 

86  Condit,  Mrs.  George,  1  house  and 
lot  north  side  Thornton  st. ,  w. 

Moses  Tichenor .  18. 02 

97  Corby,  Emmons  B. ,  1  house  and 
lot,  Washington  st.,  n.  Wash¬ 
ington  st.,  e.  Mut.  Ben.  Life 
Ins.  Co.,  P.  Geib  and  Arthur 
Spragg,  s.  Arthur  Spragg  and 
Railroad  Co.  w.  Railroad  Co. .  75.70 
198  Eveland,  est.  of  Samuel,  1  house 
Linden  ave.,  n.  Ed.  Hall  and 
Chas.  M.  Lockwood,  e..  Wm. 

Myers,  s.  Glepwood  ave.,  w. 

Thomas  st .  29.2 

250  Groshong,  Mrs.  F.  A.  1  house  1st 
north  side,  n.  C.  W.  Powers 
and  Riley  Bond,  s.  First  st.,  w. 

Mrs.  Degnan .  2J.20 

317  Hayes,  Mrs.  Nora,  1  house,  Lin¬ 
den  ave.,  n.  Linden  ave.,  e. 

Ward.  st.  s.  Maolis  ave.  w. 

Adrian  Dickerson .  78. 94 

428  Mitchell,  Mortimer,  two  houses, 

Nos.  7  and  8,  8.  side  Lake  st  30.08 
481  O’Brien,  Ffancis,  1  house.  Wil¬ 
low  st.,  n.  Geo.  Dodd,  e.  est. 

John  Strmg,  a  Willow  st.,  w. 

C.  Frank .  S 

582  Shiel,  Ed. ,  1  house  n.  side  of  st 
leading  from  Peloubet’s  fac¬ 
tory  to  Railroad .  4. 48 

693  Walsh,  James  L.,  1  house,  n. 
Woodland  ave.,  e.  Ridgewood 
ave.,  a  and  w.  Kate  V.  Darwin  134.56 
Payment  must  be  made  before  the  con¬ 
clusion  of  the  sale  ;  otherwise  the  property 
will  be  immediately  resold. 

The  whole  amount  of  tax,  interest  and 
cost  will  be  made  known  on  the  day  of  sale. 

Witness  my  hand  and  seal  this  14th  day 
of  August,  A  D.  1885. 

ALEXANDER  C.  MARR,  Collector. 


ThiK  MUTUAL  Ml.  X  K  KIT 
Life  Insurance  Company, 
NEWARK.  N.  J- 

AMZI  DODD,  -  -  - 


President. 


ASSETS  (Market  Values) 
LIABILITIES  (4  per  ceut  Reserve  I 
SURPLUS  . 

SURPLUS  (New  York  Standard  1 
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Foreign  Exchange. 

MARTIN  l  IllS  «  CO, 

REMOVED  TO 

774  Broad  St,  Newark,  N.  J. 

Near  Market  Street 

ISSUE  DRAFTS  OB  MONEY  ORDERS  FOB 

England,  Ireland,  Scotland,  the 
Continent  of  Europe. 

a  nA  ell  part*  of  the  world. 

Trri*—  of  Credit  for  Trevelere.  All  kind#  of  foreign  money  ax- 
changed.  Trana-AUantio  expreea 

PASSAGE  TICKETS, 

Cabin,  Intermediate  and  Steerage,  on 

OT7NARD,  WHITE  STAR,  INMAN,  GUTON,  AN¬ 
CHOR,  NATIONAL,  STATE,  NORTH 

GERMAN  LLOYD,  RED  STAR, 

ind  ail  line*  of  Oeean  Steamer*. 


tine 

Printing. 


STATION  HR 


Fin  a 

lUmtk  1  looks 


LITHOGRAPHING  AND  ENGRAVING. 

M.  100  milium  Stm  t. 

Near  John  St.,  - 


NI-AV  YORK 


Stationery  Hent  l»y  Mail  or  K\|»res« 
of  the  United  SI  ales. 


fo  any  part 


cranes  Pine  writing 


C.  PARKER, 

PHOTOGRAPHER 

695  Broad  Street, 

NEWARK.  N.  j. 


A.  DAY, 

Fancy  Bread  and  Cake 

BAKER, 

COR.  GLENW00D  &  LINDEN  AVES, 

BLOOMFIELD,  N.  I. 


Customer*  Supplied  by  Wagon  Daily.  Par¬ 
ticular  Attention  Given  to  Supplies  for  Wed¬ 
dings  or  Parties. 


THE 


BLOOMFIELD,  I.  J. 


At  the  “CENTRE,”  Three  Minotes'  Walk  from  M.  St  E.  Depot. 


The  only  Hotel  in  town  where  first- 
class  Accommodations  and  Meals  at 
all  hours  can  be  had. 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors,  Imported 
and  Domestic  Cigars  from  E.  C.  Haz¬ 
ard  &  Co.,  New  York. 


may  be  {bond  on 
file  at  Gao.  P. 
HOW  XIX  A  GO’S 


THIS  PAPEHI 

■new  YORK. 


Special  attention  given  to  Transient  Guests. 

W.  R.  COURTER, 


Newspaper  Advertising  Bureau  (10  8proce 
Street)  .where  -  - - - - - 


),  where  adver¬ 
tising  contracts  may 

be  made  for  it  in 


Pkoi-rietor. 
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